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- * Tragedie, 

Hajl. His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmoothto day * 
There* lome conct it or other likes him well, ? "* 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirir, 

/thin ke there is ncucrarnan inChrifiendo.ne, 

That can Idfer hide his loue or hate then he: * 

F or by his face ftraight lhali you know his heart. 

Bar. What of his heart preceiue vou in his face. 

By uny likelihood he (hewed fo day t 

HaFi. Mary , that with no man here he is offended, 

For i f I lewere , he would haue fliewcn it in his face. 

■Dar.f / Pray God he be not , /fay. 

Enter Glcftcr. 

' Glo. /pray you all, what do they deferuc 
That do confpire my death with diueiiifh plots, 

Oj damned witchcraft , and that haue preuaild 
V \ pon my bodic with their hellilh charmes .? 

Hajl. The tender louc I bearc your Grice my Lord, 

Mikes memoff forward in this noble prefence, 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be : ’ 

I /ay my Lord they hauedeferued death. 

Glo. Then beyourcyes the witneflc ofthis ill. 

See how / am bcwitcht , behold mine armc 
/s like a bfaflcd fapling withered vp. 

2Tnis is that Edwards wife, thatmonftrous witch, 

Conforted with that harlot ftruvn pet Shore, 

That by t heir witchcrafts thus haue marked’ me. 

H-ifi. li they hauedone this thing mygratious Lord. 

6V<l Ify thou protector ofthis damned ftruropec* 

T el (t thou me of iffes thou art a traitor. 

Ofr.ivith his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

/will not dine to day /fveare, , 

Tiitili /fee the fame, fome fee it done • 
rh ”l tlut .=ome«nd folio* me. E-eim, 

. wo [or ETigUnd.nota whit forme : C*.mtb Hell. 

For I too fond might haue preuented this : 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme. 

But /diidaind it 3 and didfeorneto Hi c. 

Three times to day my footecloth horfe did (fumble 
And lurtlcd when he iookt vpon the Tower, ’ 
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ef Richard the third 

A s loth to beare me to the flaughtcr-houfe. 

Oh, now I want the Prieft thatfpake to me, 

Ira# repent I told the Purfiomr, 

As twerc triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfrctbloodily were burcherd. 

And 1 my felfcfccurc in graceand fauour : 

Oh M argarct, Margaret : now thy heauic curfe 
Is lighted on poorc Hidings wretched head. 

Cut. Difpatcb my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner: 
Makes fiiort Ihriffjhc longs to fecycur head. 

Haft. O momentary ftate of worldly men, 

Which wc more hunt for, then fiftrhc grace of heauen : 
who builds his hopes in aireofyourfaire lookes, 

Liucs like a drunken Saylcr on amaft, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the Fatal] bowels ofthedeepe. 

Come leade me to the blocke, bearc him my head, 

They fmilc at me, that fhortly (ball be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glo ft er and Buckingham in armour. 

Glo. Come cofen, canft thou quake & change thy colour 
Murthcr thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againcand ftopa«ine, 

Asifthou wertdiflraughtand mad with terror. 

Sue. Tutfearcnotme. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookc backe,and prie on euery fide s 
Intending deepe fufpition,gaftiy lookes 
Arc at my feruicclikc inforccd fmilcs, 

And hot hare readic in their offices 

To grace ray ftratagems. Enter Maior. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Let mealoneto enterrainc him. Lord Maio» 

Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The reafon wc haue fent for you. 

Glo, Catesby ouerlooke the wailes. 

Buc. Harke,I hearc a drumme. 

Glo . Lookc backe, defend thee, here are enemies, 

Buc. God and our innoccncie defend v^. 

Glo . O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 
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